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EXCOMMUNICATED

(Copyrighted 1811 by Harper & Bron)

By C. W. DAWSON

HE scowling gates of the lail
wide and two men emerged into
sunlight. They jostled each other
their cagnerness to reach the street, as
if they feared that some excuse nught
yet be found to detain them,

Now that they had gained the apen
and knew they were free, thev paused
irresolute, glanced hack toward the prison,
and stood still, gaping; it seemed almost
as though they had already tired of be-
ing «masterless and were coveting cap-

swung
the
in

tivity
The warder, who had unlocked the
vates, leaned against the stonework,

jangling his keys, watching them with quiet cynicism.
He had seen it all before, how the routine and the
irnn discipline made weaklings out of men, robbing
even the most daring of their initiative, He knew that
the cruclest punishment of most prisoners is not en-
dured in the cells, but in the first hours of release.
“Cheer up, boye," he said, kindly; “you'll ger used
Seems kind o strange at first, don't it, after all
se vears:”
Ore of the men nodded. He was an old-timer, white-
Liored and hroken; he had been a sneak thief for
ward of half a centiury and had spent two-thirds
peering out from grison gratings.
acenyetomerd to he suhservient; so he gave a
mile and whispered hoarsely, "I guess we'll
rangh all right. mister; and, if they don't use us
oves there,” swaving his hand vaguely to indi-
voeeviling that was not captive, "we can always
Wing and get brought back here”
nd! man frowned angrily at hearing himself
ded in the last part of this sentence. He was
such vouneer than his companion, and did not look
| Tall and athlctic in build, he carried him-
17 sl an ercctness which was almost military. His
forshend was broad, his  features clean-cut and
iinluzly, his eyes gray and naturally honest. Despite
his clase-cropped hair and unfashionable attire. he had
indefipable distinction and courtesy of a gentleman
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wrnine 10 the warder impatiently, he asked, “Can
tell me the wav to the nearest station? 1 want
I el @ train going eastward.”

warder langhed good-naturedly: he was amused
eurlilen resurrection of caste-spirit in a man
i+ might lave heen his duty to have flogged
AWell, well!™ he exclaimed, “So you've
wportant business already! We didn't give you
i a chance to get up the geography of this old

en first you came here, did we?”
grve the desired information. As he stepped
‘nta the jail and the two men moaved away, he
ut after them: “Say, boys, if vou're ever hard-
and want a bed and breakfast, you know where to
me Tt enets vou nothin' at our hotel; me and the
vernment is alwavs happy to entertain old friends™s
croup of people who had collected outside the
eotes to warch for the discharge of prisoners, hearing
varder's parting shot, set up a titter, The younger
v two ex-convicts flushed, Squnaring his shoulders
| helding up his head, he made toward the crowd
with a gesture that was threatening. As though he
Lo lieen ctricken with smallpoe, reom was made for
lim ta nass, the men falling lack liurriedly and grin-
in ill-disguised terror, the women
tering little shricks and gathering in their skirts to

ul comamination.

ile walked swiftly, anxious to get away from these
witnesses of his degradation and to reach some spot
where his reenrd was not known and he might be un-
phamed. His white-haired companion tottered along
lichind, hali running in his feelle cfforts to keep up;
at lust, spent with the exertion, he eried, “Say, Knight«
Iy, you ain't gain' to desert an old pal, are you?"

Paden IRnightly turned. *“What's the matter now.”
he asked, fiercely. “You've got no claim on me. All
that bappened over there is past,” jerking his head in
the dircction of the prison. “I want to blot it out
from my memory, nnd you must he forgotten with it
I'm going home to my wife, T tell you™

The old man bowed his head in assent and sniffled.
“AN right, lad. Al right,” he muttered, and without
raising his eyes, turned to depart.

Knightly watched him shuffle a few steps, then called
him back. “Here; but, DBilly, tell me what's the
matter?”

Nilly paused, but he did not come back. T ain't got
nowhere ta go,” he faltered, “and no one to care
whetlier | sty in or come out. [ guess the jail's my
home—out here T feel somehow lost.”

“\Well, but what do you think I ean do for vou?"

“Dun'no’.  Just let me he with vou a little longer, I
We was pals over there—and now I'm so
that 1 don't know what to do

ME 1P him

at

puess
dirned lonesome
ahout it

Billy's woice hbroke, and he
tears of the aged, The
was that Knightly's arm was round his shoulders.
“Speitk up, old friend,” he was saying. "l'm going 1o
be so happy to-day that you must be happy too. Now
tell me, what is there T c¢an do for yon?"

“Let me stay with you a little longer. T won't de
vour no harm, nor give yoir dwas 'l behave myseld,
']'1| just keep very it atul pretend 1 don't know ¥
T.ot odd Dille ‘compuny yon part way on your journey
When you're tired of him, all you've got 10 do i5 10
tell him to go.  Then he'll waiv il sou're
gight and do something (o get hisseld arrested,
get back Lome—over there”

knightly thonght for a
on his heel, “Come on,” li

They walked to the =station in sllonce,

day morning, and the hells

fell 1o shedding the

easy next thing he knew

ot o
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few reconds: then, turning

satd abraptly,
It was Sun
for service

were ringing

hickens at a hint of danger, as he passed. e won-
dered whether Lucy in the old days, Lefore Mer hus-
hand had become a pariah, would have bchaved like
that. Billy didn't wonder, He didn't seem to notice.
I1e had been too long excommunicated to bLie able 1o
muster the power of resentment; after forty years of
such treatment, he took it as a matter of course, *

On presenting themselves at the ticket office they
learned that an east-bound train would Le due in half
an hour. The agent looked at them hard, and fol-
lowed them with his eyea as they moved away On
the first opportunity he communicated his suspicions
to the train despatcher; the train despatcher handed
on his information to the baggage master; when the
vast-hound train drew in, the haggage master warned
the conductor and the brakeman; so by the time the
conductor had collected all the tickets, every pas-
senger on the train was aware that two ex-convicts
were aboard,

Knightly glued his face to the window, trying not
to notice the cruelty of the questioning eyes. He
witched the brightness of the spring, and feasted his
fancy on the greenness of the grass. It was two wlole
years since he had seen anything like that; in the jail
all seasons had been the same—an interminable stretch
of grayness,

At midday they drew into Scaford, a pleazant little
manufacturing town, and there they alighted

“Billy,” he said, turning to his companion, "this
it where I lived before my trouble came. My wife has
been true to me, and has always helieved that | was
innocent. She promised, when they tock me away, to
keep everything just the same. so that when [ came
back we might pick up our life where it was dropped.
Sfie hasn't kept her word, though; eight months after
they carried me off our baby arrived, so it'll he all
different. She hasn't seen me in two years—I wouldn't
let her; and I've never had a glimpse of our little
child. So you see our first meeting will be very hard,
and—and,” his voice broke and he whispered the last
two words, “very sacred—Billy, good-by; I'm going
home now."”

He held out his hand and the old man took it
gently. "Good-by, pard, and good luck to you,” he
said. “T never had no home and I never had no wife;
but I can guess what they means to those as have.
Our friendship was made in jail, and I don't yet know
what made a swell like you stoop to such a rotten old
bum as I've become at seventy. I'll be back behind
hars in a fortnight, 1 reckon; forty years in guod
have spoiled me for the world, T'll never forget vou,
pard; and I hope to God I'll never set eyes on you
again.”

Knightly let go his hand and clutched him tightly
by the arms, swaying him to and fro, peering down
into his eves, He couldn’t trust himself to speak yet;
when he did, his voice trembled and his face quivered
like a woman's,

“See here, Billy,” he said, “you're old enough to
be my father. My father's dead; he died two years
ago. I'm going to give you a piece of my mind.
You're an old fool. You're as good a man as God has
made, and you don't know it. I'm not going to let vou
drift back to jail; d'vou hear what I say? Another
sentence would kill you. Here s all the money I've got;
I don't need it any longer. In four hours' time you be
round by the station entry; when I've explained things
to my wife, 1'll come back and fetch you. You're going
to live with me until you find work. D'you hear that?"

Without giving Billy time to thank him, he hurried
away.

The trolleys didn't run in Seaford on Sundays, so
lie had to walk. He remembered with a smile that this
delay was his own doing, for, years ago, when he was
a prominent citizen, he had helped to put through
the Sunday anti-traffic law.

He came at last, on the outskirts of the town, within
sight of a house, surrounded by woodlands, standing
on a hill, Even at that distance he watched to see a
face at the windows. When he reached the entrance
into the grounds he could no longer restrain himself;
doubling up his arms, he broke into a run.  He arrived
at the front door panting, and tugged at the bell. The
sound of it echoed faintly through the house. He was
a little disappointed in Lucy; he had notified her a
week ago that this was to be the day of days. That
she had not met him at the station was quite in order,
for he had hegged her not to do so; but she might
have sent a carriage—and even now she kept him wait-
ing. He grew impatient and rang again. Still no one
answered. He took to battering the papels of the door
with his feet and hands.

Presently he heard a movement in an upper room.
A window was pushed open and a shrill voice ex-
claimed: “Good Lord! Don't you know ifs Sunday?
Making such a row and disturbin' folks' rest!”

He stepped back from under the veranda on to the
lawn. A frowsy woman was looking down on him
from his own bedroom; her eyes were sleepy and she
was only partly dressed. He had never seen her be-
fore. "Well, speak up, man" she called. “\What is
it that you want?"

“1 want to get into my own house,” he sail. sharply.
“And who the devil are you?"

“Nour own house, Indeed! the woman sneered,
“YVeau look like it. This house is Mrs. Knightly's,
and she's gone away to the country, nine miles {rom

here, 1 guess T know who owns this house: I'm left
i churge

Shie had withdrawn her head and was preparing 10
Jdiam down the window, when he stayed her by saying,
“Well, Mr. Knightly, and | want 10 know my
wife's address”

She leancd out again with a new interest. "0V, so
vin're Mr. Waightly, are you?" she drawled surveving

from top to toe. "Well T never! I've heered
Got anything to prove it®"

I'm

lin

ulomt vou.

suaded her to give him his wife's address, She wasn't
sure whether she was doing right about it, but there!
«he pitied the poor gentleman, she said,

All through the long and dusty afternoon he
tramped ; it was a warm day in spring and the effar
was fatigiing. He was thirsty and hungry, having
vaten nothing since the prison Dbreakfast. But it
wasa't his physical discomfort that troubled him; he
was racking his brains to find an explanation for
lucy’s removal. An inspiration came to him. Yes,
thiat was the reason—it must be so. She knew that it
would be hard for him to settle down at first in an
environment where everything was known. A few
weeks in the country, where they could overlive the
past and the disgrace of the jail would make things
casier. It was just like Lucy to foresee, and under-
stand, and plan.

But even now he couldn't imagine why she should
have failed to notify him. There could be only one
excuse—that she had written and for some reason the
letter had not reached him. He hadn't heard from her
for a fortnight, which was curious. The letter had
probably been delayed or lost.

Toward evening he topped the crest of a hill 4nd
looked down nto a quiet valley. Tts sides wera divided
into pastures, in which cattle were grazing. He could
hear the lowing of the cows, heavy with milk, as the
bars were thrown down and the dairymen drove them
to the byres. Through the length of the valley ran a
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heart cried out for her. Mustering his energies, he
dragged himself up the path.

The door was answered promptly by a tidy maid,
dressed in black, wearing a cap and apron.

Was Mre Knightly at home? Yes, but Just at
present she was busy, putting baby to bed; could he
leave any message, or would he call again later? He
couldn't! Well, then, he had better step inside and
wait. What was his name? He wouldn't give it}
Then he could take a seat in ths hall until Mrs.
Knightly was ready.

Left to himself, he gazed stealthily -
open A door to his right; he wizhel
ing with Lucy to he quite private.

The reom which he entered was evidently her favor-
ite.  He recognized the fumiture; rhe must have
hrought it with her. A bowl of tulips stood on the
table: she had always heen fond of flowers, he remem-

ad and pushed
1 his first meet-

hered A hook lay heside the hawl He picked it up,

curions o see what she had been reading. 1t was a

volume of Tennyson: the page was open at Enoch
racn. One passage had been underlined:

“Iut Enoch yearn'd to see her face again;
‘If T might look on her sweet face again,
And know that she were happy.” So the thought
Haunted and harassed him, and drove him forth”

He smiled—so she had been thinking about him!
In replacing the book his eye caught sight of a little
garment thrown across the arm of a chair. She had
Leen at work upon it; it was almost warm from her
grasp. The ncedle, full of thread, had been carefully
run intn the stuff. He went upon his knees heside it,
and kissed it reverently; it was the first belonging of
his child that he had ever touched.

A faotstep sounded on the stair; it approached
slowly, reluctantly, 1le stood up. He tottered—his
desire unnerved him and made him weak. Stretching
out for support, he covered gropingly with his hands
the baby garment which lay across the chair. A mist
rose hefore his eyes, and with it came a sudden fear:
what il he should go blind before he saw her!

The door opened and his wife entered. e waited

“So that was the reagon!™

river along whose banks the farms lay scaitered. In
its very heart was a village hidden in elms, through
whose branches the lights in the cottages twinkled,
Above the elms a spire jutted out; he wondered
whether she had prayed for him in the church that
morning, As he watched, the sun sank under a cloud
and the moon drifted up from obscurity. His eyes
filled with tears at sight of o much stillness and
beauty; it was so far removed from the clamor and
brutality of his last two years of experience. In a
storm of uneontrollable passion, he covered up his eyes
with his hands: the sudden kindness of the world was
too poignant—more than he could endure.

At the foot of the hill he met a boy, and stopped
him to inquire where the lady lived who had recenily
come tn the vallev. The boy seratehed his head, re-
peating the words; then he brightened up and added,
“It's Mrs. Kmghtly you'll be meaning, | guess—she's
got a baby "

At this point he scemed to take more notiee of lis
questioner and hegan o be less  friendly,  “Mrs,
Knightly is a great lady” he said; “she keeps a rig
and a girl to push her go-cart What d'von want with
her, anyway "

Having convinced the hoy that his business was im-
purtant in spite of lis soiled appearance, he was
direeted to go straight dovwn the main street, past the
charch, till he came to a double-fronted house with a
white gate and green veranda,

for her to speak; but she said nothing, e had ex-
pected that she would rush forward with her arms
outstretched ; but she stood rigid. Then the blindness
left him; his heart ceased throbbing; the passion cooled
in his blood.

At last she spoke. Her tones were faint and
tremuilous. “So you have found me out, Baden, and
have come!”

He stared at her till his eyes grew bloodshot. Then
somehow he felt that an excuse was necessary. Speak-
ing hoarsely, he said, “The woman at the house—she
told me." TEven to himself his speech sounded rude
anid rough, like that of an outeast and a vagrant.

“But she didn't tell you everyvthing—about why T
left. She couldn’t, I hardly knew myself until it was
done™

He made a desperate effort; he was determined he
would embrace her and stepped toward her.  She
shrank lack against the door, erving in terror, “Dan't,
Baden, don't, Naot that™ Then, as he halted, “"How—
how vou have altered! 1 wonld not have known you”

His pride was touched; his disappointment turned
In a vaice thick with anger, he asked,
Why don't you say it

ti hiterness
“Why aren't yvou truthiul?
right ont®"

“Say what®
have altered for the worse! That was
what voun meant, Now waen't it ™"

She did not reply: but, when he threatened to seize

“Uow |

shaken with sobbing. Catching her by the wrists, h¢
held her fast, so that she had t1n Jook up. “Come
now," he muttered, “speak out. Why was it thae you
left? That at least you shall tell me"

She panted, fighting to release lersali.
because of haby,” she gasped.

He let her go and his face fell vacanr
away from her, he sank into the chair. She watched
him with mingled pity and repulsion. So that was
the reason!” he whispered, gnawing at Jis hands and
nodding his head, “because of baby."

Slowly intelligence came back to his ayes and he
glanced up at her. “But why because of baby?' he
faltered, and it was like a little child asking questions.
“Lucy, I've never seen her—and T wouldn't Bmrt her."

There was silence for a minate. The WOoman was
steadying lierself that she might tell the truth at last.
“"While + ¢ were only two in the world I could fur it"
she said, “and if the baby had been a boy, It wouldn't
have mattered en much, A hoy can fight for himgself
and is judged by his own worth; ne one will avoid a
boy becanse of hLis father, But somehow when the
baby was a girl it seemed different. A girl can't fight,
She isn't big and rough. She's so dependent on her
men.  And if one of her men is the cause of her in-
s}:hs—— You know what 1 mean, Baden? It fsut thay
I'm cruel. I'm just saying what must be said. Who
would love ar marey a girl if he knew that her father
had been—had been where you have just come fromp*

“But yon know that T was innocent ?"

“Oh, yes, T know: but what about the world. You
can't make the world balieve that. You've served a
‘“;? years' sentence, and the world will never forget it"
y Th:l" I'm l?n!funi_'.' to be legally punished, but
amned eterna or a desd whie know
not done? Is tlfat it?" S .

"Oh, Baden, I'm so

"Becatbo—

Staggering

sorry. But I canft help it 1
could have been brave and would have stood gy you,

ff baby hadn't come. I'm a coward, T know: and yet
it iso't for myself—it's for her. I can't bﬂr. to think
of what she would have to suffer if we lived together.”

He staggered to his feet and had his hand on th.e
dof»r knob when a thought stayed him. His lips
twitched and a last spurt of anger blazed into his
eves as he turned upon her. “And why the devil didn't
you tell me all this before” he blurted out. ‘“You
must have known a good twelve months ago that you
intended to desert me. What kind of an Iscariot are
you, to sit down and write me long loving letters—
all pretence—with this hidden in your heart? If ll'd

known a year ago, 1 might have
got used to your
and been able to hear it" i

She crouched at his feet, for che frared murder: she
even brought Jierself to kiss his hands. e drew them
away from her so roughly that her lips spurted blood.
“Good God!" he sneered, “what kind of a creature do
you think I am? You needn't flatter me. D'yas sup-
pose I'd stoop to kill vou?”" Then he saw the blood,
and his fury died out. He bent toward her o1l their

faces nearly touched. “Lucy,” he whispered, pointi
at her lips, “did I do that?" 5p » Pointing”

-She did not answer him, for her throat was parched,
with terror of death. He caught her in his arms, and
did not notice how che shrank. Holding her tightly
to his breast, he said: “Oh, Lucy, tell me, why did
you write those letters? It was cruel.”

“Because I was fraid to tell you.”

“Se you went away instead?”

Her lips moved, and the word they framed was
“Yes.”

“Poor little woman he murmured; “poor little
woman!" Then he kissed lier on the mouth and lefe.

When he got back to Seaford it was nearing twelve.
The houses were in darkness and the saloons all shut.
The air had grown cooler and it had commenced to
drizzle  He limped painfully; his feet were badly
swollen and he felt warn out. He loitered in his steps
and sometimes he halted, overcome by dizziness, clutche
ing at whatever was nearest. Once. when he had
halted, he caught a policeman eyeing him suspiciously
straightening himself up, he tottered on.

He had just one desire in the world, and that was
to find Rilly; he would understand.

At the entry to the station he stumbled across him
His shoulders were huddled, his clothes drenched; hg
was heating his hands together to keep up circulation,
It required but one glance to tell that this was nof
the BDilly he had deft.

“Got any money?" was his first question. “Shpent
all yer gave me. Yer've kep’ me waitin' mor'an four
hours. Had nothink ter do, sho I gor drunk.”

Noticing the change in Knightly, lie sobered u
“Wor's the matter?” he asked. "Wouldn't sh'ave yer?"
Poor old pal! Wor's we goin’ ter do nex'!”

In looking at him Knightly felt nothing but pity;
but he was actually pitying himself. “Sn that's what
they'll force me to come to!” was the thought which
kept running through his head. Then, answering the
old man’s question as to what they were going to do
next, “Get back,” hie said, shortly

Billy stared in amazement. “Sha ver've found’ that
out a'ready, have ver® he stuttered.

Knightly paid him no attention. He was intent on a
scheme for obtaining rest. When he had completed
his plan, he ontlined it to Billy, after which they
parted.

Going to the ticket office he asked for a lower herth
on the midnight express, which was due in half an

bour. The clerk, having filled in the number., ade
vanced to the window, retaining the ticket and await-
ing the pavment of the money hefore passing it across
to the purchaser. Knightly engaged him in conversa-
tion, speaking =o hoarsely that it was difficult to make
ot what e saidd The clerk hent farther and farthee
forward in order that he might catch his words,
Watching his opportunity. Knightly grabhed him by
the hand. tugging his arm through heneath the irom
grating till he held him firmly

Billy, who had heen hovering about the ladies' ream
on the ather side of the ticket office, hearing the
clamor, dashed his faot through the pane of glass in
the door which entered at the hack. The momeng
Kaightly, peering through the grating, eaught sight of
Mmm, he called ta him 1o slip his hand through the
hroken pane, unlock the door. and elear out all the
cash. Meanwhile, the clerk, gripped fast by the army
was bawling lustily for help

Knightly saw the cropped head of Rilly
through the shattered glace, then his .d'-‘llh‘ll"l‘. and
at last his hand, groping drunkenly for the key. He
had found it and was ahout 1o turn it, when a elub
descended on his necle. The elul was ratsed and again
descended ; then followed a shower of hlows, sicken=
ing in their bhrutality. The olil ex-convict was heaten
down till, desisting from strugale, his hody hung limply
thraugh the daor-frame amd ceased to stir

Knightly released the clerk: he had accomplished
his purpose.  Making no effart to escape. he scated him«
self rlnirll_\' on the nearest hench. “That's done the
trick.” he mutterad, gloomilv, talking to  himsel
“We'll get back now. They'll give us seven years
least for that” .

Put in the case of Billy he was mistaken, for Billy

appeag

O their way they met family groups moving churely “Nes I oean deseribe to you evervthing that's in He went forward hastily until he reached the white lier hy the hands, she nodded dumbly. was dead .
ward  In 1l most  pesidents were fambl diat room”’ pate: then for the first time he liesitated A doulit They gazed on each other, embarrassed, as though he ":.1] L og Ih‘ll‘“d m'I-MI'I TII:r \t“;f "e:n::i ﬂﬂ:‘ﬂl‘
with the § of @ recuntly discharged eanvict: Hadio Uhe wenan lunghed brutally,  “Bev ver yon can'ts  Lud shonldered itz way forward from the back of his  they had been strangers, Rulen Koi h;‘} ;rlj-:-.lmp‘aL :Id hand .\Vlt;?q
Uothe humiliation of seeing motler futiving that was in this room hie heen pioy " : at i she did not want him? i o ; an grrous cri BUIR A0 S Trone, BN
M the  Dhumiliation e mollers  cvervtiving that wa as been moved out rmind-—what 11 sh ; 1nm What if she Why was it that you left? he asked at length, six weeld had sent Kim hack to prison, with
NCib i \ rogeaets puloyer wvd anger Gl eonving he ner should he shocked a1 his outward change? But his She huriad her face in hoe Vande pnd her hody was ton venrs' spatence fo work ont.
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